'No MAN CAN LIVE WITH OUILTT ' A TRANSORESSOR 13 NEVER FREE. 
HE IS HOUNDED DAY AND NIONT BY THE PICTURE OF MIS BLOODY DEED. 
BUT SCOTT CALDWELL TM0U9HT HC WOULD ESCAPE THE CURSE— THE. 
TERRIBLE CURSE OF... 




On T*E HUGE LAKE OF THE CALDWELL ESTATE, 
PARALYTIC MILLIONAIRE PAUL CALO*WELL CASTS 
HIS LINE . HIS SON SCOTT ROWS SULLENLY. . . 




OH, ER, SCOTT. ..ABOUT 
ELLEN. ..YOU DON'T INTEND 
TO SO THR0U8H WITH THAT 

MARRIAGE, DO YOU ? 



YES, 

fathers i 
inteno to 
marry Ellen; 
the sooner 
the better? 



_a 



sc0tt--you leave me 
no choice' if you marry 
ellen and leave me alone, 
z'll disinherit you.' 



I'M THROUGH TAKING 
ORDERS PROM YOU' I'M 
TIRED OP MATCHING OVER 
YOU LIKE A SICK PUPPY... 
I HATE YOU AND I 
REFUSE TO 
LET YOU RUIN 
MY LIFEf 





At the inquest mul caldwell's death it ruled 

ACCIDENTAL. THEN, AS MOURNERS ARRIVE., -f 



THE LEAST WE COULD DO FOR 
HIM WAS TO FULFILL HIS LAST 
WISHES. . . TO BE BURIED IN 
HIS FULL: DRESS SUIT WITH 
A WHITE CARNATION f 



£ASY,*COTT< DON'T 
TAKE IT SO HAROf 
YOUR FATHER 
SUFFERED/ MAYBE 
THIS WAS FOR 
THE BEST/ 






IT FITS VERY WELL, GENTLE- 
MEN, \IZK1---NO.'MOf'/r 
CAN'T BE.' 




A MONTH LATER, A OAT BEFORE 
THE BIG EVENT, SCOTT'S 
TAILORS ARRIVE. 

AH, NR. CALDWELL/ "Y FINE/ 
HERE'S YOUR SUIT— 1 FINE/ 









ITMAT NIGHT SCOTT CAN'T SLEEP.. HE TOSSES 
ANO TURNS- SUDOENLY THE DARKNESS IS PENE- 



TRATED BY WEIRD SOUNDS... 



SQUEAK, SQUEAK. SQUEAK.' 



WHY DID YOU DO. IT, SCOTT ? WHY DID 
' " YOy DO IT, SCOTT? 





THIS MUD? THE SAME 
DIRT THAT COVERS FATHER'S 
GRAVE? IT CAN'T BEf 



Horror-stricken ano bewildered, scott 
soon finds himself standing in front of 
his fathers grave... _ 

we'll soon 

get behind this 

MYSTERY.'. 



•q 
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Like a man possessed. scott diss furiously' 





TES. SCOTT MURDERED ME f 
SCOTT MURDERED ME.' SCOTT 
MURDERED ME . 

'it isn't true' 

he didn't want 

me to marryt 

DON'T USTEN 

TO MM.. 



THE CARNATION •/ 
THE CARNATION.' 

NO/ X HAD TO 
KILL HIM/ I ' 

HAD TO /TILL 
MY FATHER f 




SQUEAK/ SQUEAK/ 

i've got to escape... 
I've got to... his 
WHEEL CHAIR... Its 
FOLLOWING MEf 

1 




Running wildly toward the 
lake. scott turns his head 
in the direction of the eerie 
squeak, suddenly, his foot 
catches. and...j 



Scott falls into the chilled 
waters of the lake...ano his 
body slowly sinks and sinks 
and sinks. ..i ~ 



...AND SOON. A WHITE 
OBJECT RISES TO THE 
SURFACE AND FLOATS 
OUT, AND THEN DISAP- 
PEARS.. ,4 WHITE 
CARNATION/ \ 





SELF — IN ANY SITUATION — ANYWHERE 



Learn this Quick, Easy Way 




OVERCOME ANY ENEMY — NO MATTER HOW BIG HE IS, OR HOW SMALL YOU ARE I 
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Homer carmichael, a weak little man, has 
only one enjoyment out of life...hispunctualityj 
in all his years at haskin's hardware, inc., he 
has never seen late or assent. 

FAST... 
7 



NOW. AT BREAK - 




BREAKFASTIS FINISHEO, AND AT PRECISELY *OI 
HOMER IS AT THE DOOR.REAOY TO LEAVE... 




.ATER.AS HOMER ENTERS THE ELEVATOR 



MORNING, MR. CAR 
MICHAEL' RIGHT 
ON TIME AGAIN, 
EH? 




ThAT AFTERNOON AT LUNCH.. | S QME MEN LIKE TO 
DRINK. OTHERS TO GAMBLE f IT 
EXCITES THEM' WELL, THIS EXCITES 
ME JUST AS MUCH '. IT'S A CHALUNGE^ 
AND IT'S GONE ON FOR SO L0N6.IT 
WOULD KILL ME TO BREAK IT' OH, 
OH '. TIME WE STARTED BACK' 



HOMER, 
HOW CAN 
YOU STAND 
SUCH A 
RIGID SCHED- 
ULE ' 




HE TIME IS \ 56, AND EVERT DAY AT THIS TIME 
HOMER STARTS CHANIN6 UP. READY TO 60 HOME... 




7 




MY. HOW 
TIME 

FLIES? 



OH, HOMER. WILL 

YOU STEP INTO MY 

OFFICE FOR A 

MOMENT ? 




: 





HOMER, YOU'VE BEEN A \ t T-THANK YOU, MR HASKINS-] 

LOYAL EMPLOYEE FOR 

22 YEARS. NEVER OUT 

A SINGLE DAY, OR 

LATE? THIS PARTY 

IS IN YOUR HONOR' 



now I'll never «et 

home on time? helen 

will worry... my record 

is shattered. .why 010 

he ever make this 

party for me? 









WELL, HOW 00 YOU t KE THAT ? I'VE BEEN 
60NE ALL EVENING AND HELEN DOESN'T 

EVEN NOTICE IT* JHE HAS THE OALL TO 
THROW A PARTY f I'LL SPEAK TO HER 

IN 









I'm so happy.' 
z'm probably the 
only man who ever 
had a chance to 
relive a oay.' 
now i'm doing 

THE M9HT 

THING' 





m ' i 



WISH X KNEW 



WHERE TO FIND THAT OLD 
'MAN... I'D LIKE TO REWARD 
HIM 




An Amazing NEW HEALTH SUPPORTER BELT 




1 *M! v,ont to 



30'* 




UtOt SUMB 
KtUOUHGW 



n ol$ ■ »«if>9 "•«> "U^w" mN r*« '••>< ■■- '••« 

" yean elder thon yog realty era? Tnan hero, of lo»f, 
li III* answer la you' problem! "Chevalier", the wearfer- 
fwl mw odjuitoblo health awppert«r belt It wientillcally 
cenitrwrted to help yaw l*ak and feel year*, younger! 

-CHEUBLIER 



LIFTS AND FLATTENS YOUR 

POSTURE BAD? D inrihir » i 

Oct a Bay Window'? BULGING 




BAY WINDOW" 

Whf f o an day a'ltr day wltfc m "•ld-"»nV' mid-s«<lian bvlfa 
••••> *i'ti ■ HrW back Ikal hi^i pail.... iuppo.i> lull n. 
haw "ChlvaHar" briny* yaw vtlel fatitral »kir« yaw naarf N 
■MM I ' Cti««alia." km m kuid-in Mraa Vm adjiii IK. ball •»» 
way yaa wan). Prtital Yaw "bay-wina**" balaa h l>ffaal la ... 
*airanad au'-ytl yaa faal wand..lyH, tamfarloblal 




•MTaaTnafaSjalljing 



DO YOU INVY MIN 

who can 
'KEEP ON THEIR HIT'? 

end then no got a 
"CMVAUtK" . . . 
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Warki auiii •• a 
Aa.nl S— »ly adiuil 

l*l« |lF«p»-d»'l|lol 

Tka txli ii aailanfy 
edjwilad la yaw) 
anoi.ii aamlartl 



DITACM»lll 
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TWO-WAY 

J-t-W-M.H 
WONDIRCIOTM 
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nobby abdaman | yat 
M «-(,'••'■-<> a-i 
ai yau braalha. 
kand, iiaaa. aflar 
maa'i, ate. 
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YOU NEED A 
"CHEVALIER"! 



Atr-coeledt Sclenilftcolly oti-vntrf ond 
modt fo givt wandtrful tupped end 
protection) 

Healthful, Enjoyable Abdominal Control 

li'i great! Yow con woor "Chevalier" all doy long 
Will not bind or moll* yow feel ron.r>[«td. The* "»v 
bee oui» the Iwo-woy i.-t-r-e-1-e-n cloth plm iK# 
front odruitm#nl brine you p*r*o#M(i'i«d *"«« T«i 
"Che»oh«r ' ■« dv.igned occo'd>ng to iclonlfnc fofli 
of healthful po.iurt control. i'i mod* by t-pont 
•* pivt v ow lh# comfort ond healthful Tiff" y" 
want. Jut! too oM *li« wendarful feature.- below. 
A-J r»fntmbi'- yow CO" Of th» ' Chovol-or' e* 
FREE TRIAL. Moil the coupon ,*M now! 



• 

*eer View 

FIT I SNUO AT 
SMALL al BACK 

Fi'rw, <•> ™'aX'«bl# 

•upperf. F««li food, 



_ 
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FREE Chivali«r° 

I Jjb'>U poudi modi of a >of<, 
(.•JfTorloKl* foot t rhat obiorbi 
p*ripirat<on So thai you Con 
fHane.* il regularly wm include 
on o.i'o pouch, l.m.'td offer. 
Order youM ledoy. 



FREE TRIAL OFFER 



IYOW 
« nam* ond oidnn. c'10 wil.i 




3* Jwii moil coupon— be iwe 'o grvt 
ii.n. oic — and 



2« Try e- Ikf 

Ch«»oli«r". Ad 
iuii belt r«» <voy 

tow w« Ml. S.. 
»w your buigmo 

"bay window" 

leO»l iTce-nfined 
. . . bow comfort- 
ablvyov feel, how 
good il ill 
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**• W#or rb* "Cb«voli««" 
for 10 wkol* doyt ' you 
wan) >ol Weor H I* wort, 
• veningt, wbllt bowling, 
«H. TKo "CKt»oli«r" mull 
help you losh ••>£. f««l 
likt o million" or yow ion 
tend 11 boc.1 Se« o"i' U 
coupon) 




SEND NO MONEY: ^,/coopon 



■OMNII S»UI, INC. D^i.ajM.I 
417 traaaway. Naw Yarb l», N. Y. 

i.- d ~. <a> It day! ntt IllAl a CHtVMIH MfAlTM- 

surroitn mi. 1 will pa, p.,.—- jj », ,,i„, ^,i oa «\ ., m 

•Ka wwdafl'owdiaa; ma* i-clvda» my FIcC aauch. Ih 10 dark. 
I wiH ..ik.< .en,!- CNIVAUH U ya. anal yaa will ralv'a 
my maaay. ar amaywiaa my aaymaal will ka a Ml and tmaJ 
awrcKata ■..!« 



« .1 1 



(U~4 Mnml Ika ill ml yaav waul il aa laaa 



Il fca-dV) 



RONNIE SALES, INC., Otpt.VtolC. 417 ■raodway, N. T. 11, N. Y. ' 



i_f»»-/ »*~> «*« r"...! 

a Wra .J, »■■"»>■ W. *ay fOaaa - yau vwlaaa aaymaai 
•aw. laww Fiaa l.al aaa< rwlvad »«l-la»«. 



■ Wc«ss 



.Ham* 
Study 



.Will lo 
Win 



How do you 



Measure 



Up? 



Zharoctor 



• Health 



• Ag. 



Moil Coupon Todov- 




*°t what 



to become a 

Criminal Investigator 
Finger Print Expert? 

FIND OUT MOW 

at our Expense 

You hive everything to gain . . nothing to lose! Here's your 
chance to learn at OUR expense whether you have "what it 
takes" to become a criminal investigator or ringer print expert. 
With NO PBLIGATION on your part— mail the coupon 
below requesting our qualification questionnaire. It will be 
sent to you by return mail. If, in our opinion, your answer* 
to *ur simple questions indicate that you have the basic 
qualifications necessary to succeed in scientific crime detec- 
tion, we will tell you promptly. Then you will also receive 
absolutely free the fascinating "Blue Book of Crime" — a 
volume showing how modern detectives actually track down 
real criminals 

Our Graduates Are Key Men in 
Over 800 Identification Bureaus 

So this is your opportunity! We have been teaching finger 
print and firearms identification, police photography and 
criminal investigation for over 30 years! OUR GRADUATES 
-TRAINED THROUGH SIMPLE, INEXPENSIVE. 
STEP BY STEP. HOME STUDY LESSONS— HOLD RE- 
SPONSIBLE POSITIONS IN OVER 800 U S. IDENTI- 
FICATION BUREAUS! We know what is needed to suc- 
ceed— NOW we want to find out if you have it! 

Without spending a penny— see how YOU "measure up** 
for a profitable career in scientific criminal investigation. 
Mail the coupon today! 

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE 

(A Cw>«W»ci *cW Um* It ! *) 
1920 Sunnysid* Avt>., Da.pt. *4«,2 Chicago 40, IN. 




INkTITUTI or APPLIID *CIIMC( 

1*1* 1«"»„.(. Ay.., Oapt.4452 Chieaajo **, III. 

Gantiaman: Without obligation or npinM on my part, tan* mo 
four qjal 'icat on questionnaire, I unMllllnd Ihet uaon ntceipt 
•I my answers ,ou will immediately •(■•<■• m« II you thins they 
■ nrj-ctit thai I ha. a a -nanca to succeed in criminal >n>aat>o«'.ian 
•r linear or.nt *01 Than I ■ It MCajiv* r»t€l the "B>u« took Ot 
Crime," and information en your court* and In* ace American 
MerWilrtanon luiaaua *m»loyino your stuoanta *r a/eduam 



AMrass. 

Cite— _ 



-UFO or Zona. 
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JONATHAN POTTS WAS A GENEALOGIST? WHEN HE WAS COMMISSIONED TO LOOK UP THE 
FORTESCU FAMILY TREE, HE WAS PLEASED AT THE PAT FEE IT WOULD BRING? HE COULD NOT KNOW 
WHAT GRISLY TERROR WAS COMING AS HE UNEARTHED THE GRUESOME- 

MONSTER of th, SEA I 




Jonathan potts loveo his work^buthe wisheo 
that big fees wouldn't be so few and far 

BETWEEN.' , 

I CERTAINLY HOPETVtSlS 
SOMEBODY IMPORTANT 
WHO WANTS HIS FAMILY 
HISTORY TRACED ' 




JONATHAN POTTS? THIS IS 
WALTER LIVINGSTON, CASTLE 
HILL MANOR? Z WANT SOME 
6ENEOLOAICAL WORK DONE? 

CAN 1 ENGAGE YOU ? 




POTT* WAS OELIOMTCOf HE KNEW THAT WALTER 
LIVINGSTON WAS A RICH MAN '. THE LIVINGSTON 
ESTATE WAS ON THE MAINE SEACOAST. ONLY 
A FEW 




CERTAINLY A BEAUTY. THAT MRS. LIVINSSTOHf 
ROMANIAN BLOOD. MAYBE, WITH A STRAIN OF 
4YPSY ' 




Jonathan rotts certainly h»d no premonition 
of the weird thi nos he would fino. when 
that next pay... | 



JfNc'UW PfWj 




T"f BALFAN FONTESCUS HAO A TUMID, • TER- 
RIBLE HISTORY? ROTTB F0UN0 WHERt IT MBAN, 
WHEN THE SWAOaCRINO BARON VASL0V FOR- 
TESCU RULED HIS LITTLE FEUDAL KINB0OM. IN 
EURO'S ON TM£ COAST OF THE BLACK SEA f 



*Tn|RE CAME A OAt WHEN A BAMO OF WANDCNIN* 

• TRUES RITCNID THEIR ENCAMRMENT ON A OISTANT 

ROATION of the baron's lands t* 




The iapon's blow outraged the oyfsies ' their 

OLO CHIEFTAIN TRIED TO STOP THEM, BjT 




DOOMED FORTESCUS* ALWAYS X 
SHALL CALL YOUR FIRST-SORN 

SON. AND EACH SHALL COMB 
TO ME? NONE WILL LIVE PAST 

THIRTY.. SAVE WITH ME N MY 
COFFIN OF THE SEA' AND THEY 

WILL BRINO WITH THEM WHAT 
MOST THEY LOVE? MY 



"It was very funny to the 
■ aron, as he watched his 
men push the ol d oipsy into 
ha. ha? don't 





•B**ON VASLOV OIETJ TEN YEARS 
LATER, AND HiS SON RULED THE 
LITTLE KINSDOM? HE WAS MORE 
KINDLY THAN H>S FATHER IT II 
SAID HE LOWED H.S rOUN« WIFE 
AND THEIR INFANT SON VERY 
DEARLY 




JONATHAN POTTS, AS HE READ- 
OP IT ALL IN THE MJSTY OLD 
BOOKS, WAS SHUDDERING 
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7 UGH? IT. JT"S "1 
ft^ TERRIBLE ' A 
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And thcn hc reao. 'after 
the baron emil. it is 
thought that the family 
went to america. ." that 
book gave no more ' he 
might have found others. 

BUT.. 




THE CONSCIENTIOUS JONATHAN POTTS 

WASN'T SURE JUST WHAT HE SHOULD 

— 





HE WAS STILL BOTHERED BY IT. WHEN HE DROVE OUT 
TO CASTLE HILL MANOR THAT EVENING L . 



ANYWAY. THAT MRS LIVIN6ST0N 

IS A WOMAN' THE LEGEND SAID IT 

WAS ONLY MEN.. THE ELOEST 

SON*... YES, X'LL TELL 

HER 




HELLO. THEY SEEM TO 
BE HAVING A PARTY OR 
SOMETHING' HOPE THE 
WON'T BE ANNOYED AT 
C0MIN6 WITHOUT PHO 
INC FIRST' OH. WELL. 




They received him on the terrace' they were 
very gracious about itf 



Z. LOOKED UP YOUR HERITAGE. XJUST A MINUTE. 
MRS LIVINGSTON' X CAME UPON \ MR. POTTS' 
SOMETHING ..ER-. RATHER QUEER? 
NOW, DON'T BE ALARMED 





THE STORY BEHIND THE COVER - 

GREAT GOG'S GRAVE! 



The trouble with me is that 
1 am too skeptical; I don't al- 
ways belieTe what I hear. So, 
naturally, when my girl friend 
Dora asked roe to help her look 
for Gog's grave I didn't stop to 
argue with her. I just said yes, 
figuring it would turn out to be 
a lark in the graveyard that 
would result in nothing more 
serious than some bruised 
shins and maybe a few stolen 
kisses. Anybody else in Center 
City would have argued with 
her a bit. Me, I never believe 
in ghost stories, and certainly 
not one as old as this. 

The whole city had had a 
a recent recurrence of atones 
about Gog. There had been 
some mighty mysterious foot- 
prints seen in mud on rainy 
mornings at the city edge where 
the old graveyard is. They 
were pretty big, I will admit, 
ouch too big for any bear or 
even circus giant to account 
for. A couple of photos taken 
by a newspaper man showed a 
foot that was maybe twenty 
inches long and with awfully 
long claw marks. Personally, 
I thought it was a gag— the 
silly season for newspaper 
atorie- starts about this time 
of yeax-flying saucers and so 
on. 

So after those footprints were 
found, the newspaper writers 
dug up all the old legends of 
Gog and rewrote them for the 
Sunday numbers. It seems that 
before the first white colonists 
came to this section, the In- 
dians bad a legend. They 



claimed there was a huge man- 
monster named Gog who lived 
nearby. This monster was like 
a man, only about three times 
as big, hairy, fanged like a 
wild animal, and pretry nearly 
immortal. The Indian legend 
had it that Gog had always 
been here-that he'd haunted 
the locality even before they 
themselves had arrived. But 
when it came right down to it, 
nobody ever admitted seeing 
Gog. 

They located the first colo- 
nial graveyard just about where 
Gog's grave or cave or spot 
was supposed to be. That 
shows what little regard the 
founding fathers took for the 
redskin's folktales. For a 
while everything was all right. 
Then there came a series of 
midnight troubles. Something 
kidnapped a number of colo- 
nists-and their bodies were 
never found. Something broke 
into some houses— from the 
roof! Something left whopping 
big footptints along the roads. 
The colonists suspected the 
Indians, but they couldn't prove 
it. Anyway the trouble stopped 
after a while. About fifty years 
later anothet outbreak oc- 
curred—people missing, etc. 
From the records and news- 
paper stories, the reporters had 
figured out that Gog evidently 
slept for about fifty years, 
then came out from wherever he 
was hiding, had himself a few 
citizens for supper, and went 
back to bed. This, they said, 
must have been going on for 



centuries— and it was now just 
about fifty years since the 
last troubles. Gog was evident- 
ly waking up now, they con- 
cluded. 

The stories gave me a laugh. 
I don't believe in such non- 
sense. Old wives' stories and 
fairy tales, that's all I figured 
them. But my girl, Dora, is 
imaginative. She was going to 
find out for herself: she hsd 
some idea of selling a good 
account of it to the papers. 
And when she asked me to 
join her at the old graveyard 
and dig for Gog's grave that 
night, I said sure. 

So around midnight we drove 
my old car out to the city's 
edge, parked it by the old 
gates, and lugging a shovel 
and pick that Dora had borrow- 
ed somewheres. we hoofed it 
into the cemetery. The place 
was abandoned. There wasn't 
any watchman because nobody 
had been buried there in over 
seventy years— the colonists 
had used it and now it was a 
sort of public park, only the 
city had never quite gotten 
around t» fixing it up. It was all 
overrun and the old flat tomb- 
stones from a hundred and rwo 
hundred years ago were mostly 
fallen over or unreadable frost 
age. 

Dora figured that Gog's 
grave was somewhere near 
the center. She was going to 
turn over the old tombstones 
and try to see if any of them 
mentioned it. Maybe the ori- 
ginal settlers had marked the 



■pot die Indians thought *n 
Gog's. 

Anyway, It vat a night's 
work, for sure, but I figured 
that I could snatch a bit of 
seeking sow and then and Bay- 
be Dora would be so grateful 
for my help she'd say yes the 
nest time I asked her to marry 
Be. So we set out. Dors holding 
an oil lantern and I carrying 
the pick and shovel. 

We turned over s number of 
tombstones but didn't find any- 
thing helpful. We read a lot of 
funny old inscriptions, and 
found some graves that were 
maybe as old ss the city. We 
came, finally, to one old, big 
slab set in the ground -the 
kind of slsb that usually marks 
some bigwig. We sst on it for 
a while, wondering where Gog 
would have been. Then Dora 
kicked the slsb idly with her 
foot. The thing rocked! 

"Hey," she said, "what's 
this?" We got up snd looked. 
Sure enough, the big slab was 
loose, and looked as if it had 
lusr fallen over. I pushed the 
pick under one end and strain- 
ed. It moved slowly aside. I 
pushed it farther. A hole was 
revealed. The slab covered a 
hole in the ground— an opening 
like an open gravel 

In the light of the full moon 
Dora and I looked at each 
other. She aet her lantern down, 
got the shovel and we moved 
the slsb all the way aside. 
Now we looked down. This 
was no mere grave. This was 
an entrance, for there were old, 
worn atone stairs going down 
into darkness under the ground! 
We looked again, wondering 
what to do. If it weren't that I 
didn't want my girl to think I 
was a coward, I'd have beat it 
out of there, but fast! I was 
scared. Bur Dora wasn't. She 
was only excited. She mid, 



"Let's go down and see where 
they lesd to." Like a dope, I 
nodded. 

I carried the pick snd she 
carried the lantern and we 
started down those stsirs. 
They were awfully old and 
worn. Down we went tnto the 
hole underneath that slab in 
the center of the city's oldest 
graveyard. We were soon below 
the level oftf* ground snd still 
those stsirs went down before 
us. It was dampish snd I could 
smell the mouldy din of the 
walls around us. We were de- 
scending a sort of sloping 
shaft and getting deep. We 
went down about thirty steps 
snd around m little curve and 
then we came out into s sort of 
little cave-like room. We 
looked around. It was a stone 
enclosed place underground, 
maybe about fifty feet long. 
There was no other exit, just 
the old suits behind us leading 
upwards. 

I breathed easier when I saw 
there wss nothing moving down 
there. Nothing alive. I guess, 
going down those stairs, I* 
didn't quite know what to ex- 
pect. Maybe Gog. But all there 
was in that old cave were 
skeletons, lots of them. 

We walked around among 
them. They were all bare and 
white and old, and maybe a 
couple of hundred of them. 
They must have been lying 
there for dozens of years. "I 
guess msybe this was a mass 
grave back in the colonial 
days," I said at last. "Maybe 
there was an epidemic or an 
Indian massacre and they 
buried all the bodies together." 

"Y-yes,"Dora ssid uneasily. 
It seemed like a logical ex- 
planation. I didn't try to figure 
out why one section of the 
room had no skeletons, only a 
cleared spot sbout fifteen feet 



long with a sort of indentation 
in the ground as if some 
animal were used to sleeping 
there. I didn't mention it to her. 
She bent over, fumbling smid 
the din and scraps on the floor 
and then picked up something. 
It was a coin, just a copper 
cent. The light from die Lantern 
turned on the date and we 
looked at it. The date was 1902. 
And we knew there had been 
no epidemic in 1902; it was the 
last time there had been so 
many mysterious disappear- 
ances! 

We didn't say anything more. 
We just turned around and 
staned back up those stairs. 
Halfway up, I staned trying to 
talk myself out of it. "Nuts," 
I said, "We're acting like a 
couple of fools to run out with- 
out examining the cave further. 
I bet the copa know all about 
those bodies. I bet we'll just 
look like a couple of saps when 
we tell them about this. There 
just can't be anything like; 
this Gog thing." 

"No," said Dora, hurrying 
up the stairs witb me, as we 
were nearing the top, "there 
must be some perfectly simple 
explanation. I don't really be- 
lieve in that foolish old fable." 
We reached the surface level, 
snd panted up the last two or 
three steps. "There is no such 
thing as Gog," Dora said. 

"Oh, yes there is," ssid a 
voice. As we turned in honor, 
we saw the clawed bands of 
the monster reaching for us ss 
he stood by the entrance to 
his hidden grave, the alab 
propped up and his great eyes 
gleaming hungrily and his 
tusked jsws opening for their 
first meal in fifty years! 

Tomsrrow the paper will re- 
pon the first of a new series 
of mysterious disappearances. 
Dora and me. 
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WE'VE LOST HIM ! 
WHAT'S All THIS 
NONSENSE t 



IT TRUE? HIM CmOST^ 
BEAR WITH SOUL OF A 
MAN INSIDE' HIM WALK 

IN WOODS FOREVER '. 




AN OLD WIFE'S\ STORY TOLD BY ALL INDIAN? LONG 
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ONE NIGHT CAME YOUNG BRAVE 
CALLED BIG CRAZY WOLF- WANT 
TO STEAL "EYE OF THE BEAR" 
TO SNOW HIS COURAGE. HIM 
KILL SACRED BEAR... 



HlM TAKE NUGGET TO SHOW 
TO YOUN6 GIRL HE LOVE... 



But girl know it is bad' she 
scream, ano soon whole tribe 

COME 





B'G CRAZY WOLF RUN AWAY INTO FOREST. BUT 
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In DEEP WOODS. TMEY catch him. they put 
CURSE ON HIM 
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DIGGING IN \ AROUND YOU? THIS 
THE... A B0NEM6LA0E--THE MOUND 
A HUMAN / IN THE CENTER.' 
BONE 'NOW,] REMEMBER THE 
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THAT'S WHAT HE WANTS. ALL 
RIGHT, AND I DON'T 
FEEL BIG ENOUGH 
TO ARGUE WITH HIM' 





Moments later, two sodden figjres rebain 
consciou sness and cra wl slowly into the 
tent | bob' where* 
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HAPPENEOff X--I MUST 
HAVE OREAMEO--ABOUT 
A BEAR AMD-BUT HOW 
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A DREAM f IT MUST HAVE 
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